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* (Cestuwed freui Let 5sudo~)
CopyrIght, 1551, b~ Inter*atleml Foam hMe, lee.
N placing before m~' American .rea4ors the pest

I problem of my. 116-tue gaining of my freedom to
follow my art and to fulfil my destiny-I may hare

~~ms1ed them by too brief a reference to my a*tlstle train.
bg ~ad embltIoua.

I did not win B p4~5~tIO3 on the operatic stage uMout
Sing. sad arduous prepsratidn. A natural aptitude for
~, e be~vmoemt gift of a fine volee, a pessimist.
d.vstlam to this art, even above .11 the other hue s~ts,
~ewu of intern, tireless study, both in childhood and In

hi., VeaU, tb@ M~? grasping of ali oppo~imitles that
hirumi.4 th.msslve.-sll tIlwe things helped to prepese
~ fib'* 5t560.

Tv. up were eusintlal to the ful*lmewt of my dee
the "Irniem marriage," which I have de.

sa freedom frm my father's eestrel,
Om~mm, ~ of a pinkie. as a mudeal suet
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garded In good soelety as a ain.
9- th'ese rhz, gloomy urrounding I rew

up with a -passionate devotion to amiei and all
the arts. WhenlIwas alittle girlofflteen a
kMndly keeper' of a music book store in Rones
introdeed me surreptitiously to the great Mae-
senet, who has alway. been one of my favorite
somposers. Me listened to mee singing the besa
tiful prayer of Manon, whon repelsed by Des

- Grieux, from his own most exquklte opera, and
other favorite pieces of my girlhood. Finally
Massnet said to me:

"Sing, little bird, sing, and some day a beau.
*tiful prince will open the doet'of your cage and

you'will live hapspily ever afterwards I"
The wonderful words of Massenet encouraged me to
eieevery opportunity I eoakt find for mtusica educatio-
easdthsshleved a eztraordinarfly presbelons as

W..the eeurt had given me freedom from my azn-
weleame husband I presented myself with the daring of
Ineaperenee at the pet Opera Comdoue, the famous
'elsue home of bighels light opera.

I sang and aeted two scenes I had learned in the midst
ofsay ordeals and, ineredible as it must sound, I was en-
geden the spot for three-years at a generous salary,

auit was prouhied that I should make my debut the
folilowdg Autumn in a nev ereation. Never probably in
the annals of operatic. at has there bees a more remark.
able beginning than mine.-

I was then living independently in my studio In the
Avinue Viktor Huge, Paris, with my faitkful servant,Eugmnle, who saved me.

I threw myself into the new ie, a a eager swimmer
pjunges into the ocean, without flerethought, prudenee or
fear. Bourgeois society in the past lipd oppised me,
mon sad love had been symbolisd for me bya poor
wreteh whom my denials turned ito a men ae. Tiia
Parisian bar had bee. revealed tog~e as ab institution tlst
ecommit. wile acts iunder the sheltar of the laws, but the

neestyadeeme the ale~ryedin my ~e.
I open may doers without disuriminatims to all Imet

ad sn my delItf1 spartment and .y-peseoqalwithtaareshomyarespeBed. der
one pretext a'benl~ptor esases e~ery 4Wto werk in the

World as Madam
rising Story and I
Extraordinary Ro
iore1ery weild of todeth(ere is pr y ne us bl

.lpoues as arsMatetetiA~*es9 poSe .or
i, playwright and espatis ph w.be n wheever he
a Shak9spath" is 06ba pes's'*ifs,
ergete 101Mantos b" w ee*si ame 4da

al

ra and drtm*i wesehnewssthtweoget Esih.k ib
oer, sotrees, aamorsan beasy, e merlem's *
Not lMtil t besti -Geergette - late.his lif th
* OfM weit rie to US fa I'a . be
he poet oogeIved th WSfer wk tesep" lo Bird" t
lotte wUe"kbued with him to werk sta0 huesft the
was Georgtte wh made its predstied possle' and to
eg role Is Interpretig is dramatie NoMrs e for the -

so
Wgtte e4se was ne aseSerlek's wife. She won "e
ed to Maetsetisek . Ms ries Nesterliek"* she be
to the wMld e srt,oiferaturs and oulture-but it was
medter mesovWies of Seeta1
ink hissf peated her to his fiends as "Madame

," F"pI54 ath-0 ho, he wrote her ad&eulag a
w Is *Ife but never married her. -
he tme for asterlink to mrryhe led tothe be
korgette IM6ane, Ns inspiring oompanio and help
a eh ued,atteuy lacking the rare qalites wih

,

sons" Ia m.hfun measure. AM whein resoty he de
ame to America to receive the honors a homage of w
Cart, the drama, the opera, iterature and flam i to
sbiM-wife, "slVEr Tahs" stood by Mft a to oa e in

s, whie Georgette 101kAn, who had estebeted ne Ih
ifan% was bdt behind sa

bemiulag rmeoas of Masterlinck and Geesb i.e of

corner I have reserved for sculpture, wad after him esme
others-a musician, a painter, apastelist, a pee; I kew
not who else. For a time all tis appea to s es
and delightful-and then, I repeat toigwhlt every aften
noen at the Opera Comique, '"hese peops are peerl it is
right that they should have thethe et my 0de my took
and my fire."

But soon they impose futher am met they emad&e
themselves and they share my taMe. There is nothing,
more pieturesque than this "vie d* bohems" whAm -
young, gay and free, Whom I esme hom to dkuer they
salute me with braves, they boat me aroemd gh room in
triumAh. Ah! I shad be riespedl"e fhr mn wefks df
art whiek withent me weaM never have been born, anA
that thought makes e bear evesyAhag.
Prmesits Opwoe TrinpAs in P06

Tb. girl pastellist of my eItele has adopted twq eh-
dren opt of kindness-at least she tells me m. When
separated from her they weep, sad so They ma=& eome
with her. The artists pretest, and the eldrenare driven
Into my boedrsn, my only reinge. But the masterpieces
are growing up, and perhaps *hen the Summer somse
they will leave me.

Gentle peace did not live la the studio more then two
months. Rivalries broke out, and everyone wanted, to be
master. They grew jealous and epiteful. "Surely,'' they
said, refein to me. "she haw some intrigue. She loves
one of iead is fooling the other., who are useful as a
screen."

Who was the ehosen one? To2ndhimthey played all
sorts of tricks on one another. When anyoy went out
when the day's work game to an end, they were always on
the wateh. If one of the men stayed late another eame.
back to look for' something be had forgotten, and he kept
on looking for It qntlR the first one went away. In one
way and another they made life insupportable for me.

They made such incessant demandh on my Eugenle
that she collapsd in tears on. my ,bosm and said

"Al IMadme, let ns go away from here. We shall
never get rid of them."

I didnotknow how to turn them out. I had pity on
the embryonic works of syt, and thon I had given so ash
that I had not the. heart to take away everything. Bver
day I said, "I shall land a way," and still the Infernal
continued.

I was very muph eseupled outside, for I had made my
debut at the Opera Conuique. It *sa a wonderful event
for me. I won a briuliaat sueesss; the .rities pronounced
hue "original," and I was proud of being regarded as an
Imnovator. I did net, hewever, feel the intezieation of
suecess whieS would 1mav. beqn proportionate to my orig-
inal ambition. Afer that I was rather surprised to find
that whenever I suosoeded in anything I merely felt a
agreeable satisteetion.

At lastiknew thatha lness lies not inmsneeo, but
In the quest, the efF the~m~ . It is the aseent which,
arense my .paulon .zsmtnll enly isterests me .If It
reveals the higher summnits ad gives me em opportunity
to roenew the aseuelson. To have an Ideat is to see the
goat ver metreating as e appfrehees. It is a phantoba
that flop, but whieb enthralls us as It fies, and t is only
that whieh matters.

Ihavemade sy debat,Ihavemade eees.s, m
the road to further triumph., but I-find that these is em.se

tigelee I need in any mew free and vieteuiem life-end
*tat lea It is there, quits near ame; my troubled life
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n edwawi t d tering heart te poems of tU
y Uelgian pt dediaste her life to her unseen her
&e.m m purpose was to I 1ei for intelectual comp
0 w mtis geVW%, to urms day ofer to him anything, ,

-- ta was hera-4veyt f mind or spirit or best
dy to feed the onsumnag bn of Msterlinok's gelnis.
i. As uuked nothing.
The story of this xtariry roman"e is for the ar

it from week to week cm this pe W Georgette Leblano I
ow hi bargained wik a deroted lever for a loveles a
ase eni advane herself e the paI o toward Maeterlinol
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Iy t the poet Kasterlaek
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Mimever suggetag marriage, she
a his AMtere eeab& she brought
iyoung gil and 6fe1e her to feed
-enisad thOb-nd

; :d philosophlaly down and out
aIterlink's lie.

ha prepared me for it, but I do not
yet understand. I do not know that
aid The tangled threads of my des-
t.y a golden one-Is shining. Soon I
eA pereeive It and obediently fol-
low Kf in spite of all obstales.

Among my trying artist friends
:es alone unaewstood me. The in- '

telligent And siekly poet interested
se and appealed to my sympathies.
But I found it was almost imposible
to speak to him in private. Fear
motive jaiers were watehing over my

We were, therefore, very often
driven to the expedient of echang.
ing books under the noses of the
Others while they worked, Some.
times he read to me in a low voie,
and from time to time he would in.
troduce into the text charming
phrases that gave me a:Hittle thril.
But stillIknew that he was not the.
one for whom I was waiting-th'e
:se who was to unlock the Gates of - \
Paradise and teach me the uttermost joys of life.

Then there came a wonderful day In Springtime, whet
I was still singing at the'Opera Comiqu'e In Paris. Thi
bohemilans were occupying my studio as usual and making
life difticult. Before me lay a freshly completed volume
of manuacript in a red cover, bearing the pompous title
"The Philosophy of Happines." I have not yet told yoi
abati was an author, but I had Indeed been a prolific on'
for several years.

I1 was only eighteen, I had always been unhappy, an:
yet for years'I had been covering innumerable-sheets o.
paper with jo3'ous and optimistic principles.

My tenacious friends are grouped around me, each a
his own work. There Is the sculptor called "Pepper
inint"-nobody knows why.. There is the painter callet
"The Monk," on aecount of his long beard and the san
dais he wears. There Is "The Flame," the attractive
auliurn-haired pestellist, and there is her contrastingsi
-sr, "Tanagra," the grcful pianist. We are awaiting
thei ot, surnamed "Th Jnfant (of Spain)" on accoim:a
of blong, pale fsee and hi. aristocratle gestures.

Sugenl blows in lille a breese, with a broom In-
hand and a cloth tied round her head to preserve her ja4
blaek hair from the dust. She hustles about the. apar

Worbeindthe eelaplaintive voie addreesli
Bsieeas usual by her Wagnerian name, cries oat:

tverbodyekonses' ganewe are k'ungry."
"Don't make suoh a noise,' scolds Eugenic. "I

serve the choceolate when the Infant arrives."
Then my wise little servant looks at the sculptor.

statue with the air of a oownoisseur, and observes, "Ta
Is really a magnlfient week that Peppermint js creating.''

Everybody laughe. Then the borings and the Infani
outer., coughs a little and wipes his forehead, forth

remansteep staims to my studio. Uhmally hepltwe lbier ae.
"There, lsIe, I have brought you some books b.

astelink. hatwill surely Interest you."
"By Maeterllnek I" I exclaimed with a inde ribablt


